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EPISTLE 



FROM 



WILLIAM LORD RUSSELL 



T a 



WILLIAM LORD CAVENDISH; 

Written in N^ewgate, on Friday Night, July 2otb, 1683. 



I own the glorious Subjecfl fires my Breaft, 

And my Soul's darling Paflion (lands confcfs'd y 

Beyond or Love's or Friendfliip's facred Band^ 

Beyond 'MyicBTl prize my Native Land ; 

On this Foundation would I build my Fame^ 

And emulate the Greek and Roman Name, 

Think England's Peace bought cheaply with my Blood, 

And die with Pleafure for my Country's Good. 

ROVVE. 



^- • 



LONDON; 

Printed for the A U T 1 1 O R i 

And fold by R. and y. Dodjley in Pall-Mall, <r. Becket and P. A. Be Ihnil 

in the S-rand, and C. Ilenderfon at the Royal Exohaj^g^*. \. * / [ \ \ ''/ 
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C. 




O ST jto the World, tomdrrow doom'd to die, 

* Still for my-Country's Weal my Heart beats high. . 
Tho* rattling Chainsring Peals of Horror round, . 
While Night*s black fhades augment the Savage Sound, , 
*Mid{l Bolts and Bars the adtve Soul is free^ . 
And flies.unfettcrM,.. Caveneush, to thee... 

Thou d€ar Gmipamon of my better Days,-. 
When Hand in Hand we trod. the. Paths of Praife; 
When, leagu'd with Patriots, we maintain'd the Caufe 
Of :true. Religion>. Liberty, and Lawsy 

R r>i^ 
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:t A N :E P .1 S T t E. 

Difdaining down the golden Stream to glide, 
But bravely ftemm*d Corruption's rapid Tide; 
Think not I come to bid thy Tears to flow, 
Or melt thy gen'rous Soul with Tales of Woe.; 
No : View me firm, unftiaken, undifmay'd. 

As when the welcome Mandate I obey'd 

Meav'ns ! with what Pride that Moment I recall I 
Who would not wifh, fo honour'd, thus to fall 1 — 
When England's Genius, ho v 'ring o'er, infpir'd 
Her Chosen Sons, with Love of f reedbm fiir'd. 
Spite of an abjedt, fervile, penfion'd Train, 
Minions of Pow'r, and Worfhippers of Gain, 
To lave from Bigptry its deftin'4 Prey, j ' ^ 
And ihicld three Nations ff emr >Ty rstfuaick Sway; 



''Twas then my CaVdish :caught the gloribus FlaoHbi 
The happy Omen of his future Fame j.' : . 
Adorn'd by Nature, perfofted by Art, . . 
The cleareft Head, andwarmeft, nobleft Heart, 
'His Words, deep finking in each Gaptiv'd Ear, . . ' 
Had Pow'r to mak€ ev*n Libel-ty more dear. 

• - - . - . 

t 

While I, unfkill'd in Oratory's LoFe, 

Whdfe Tongue ne'er ipeaks but when the Heart runs o'er. 

In 



. ' ■ •• . 



^n plain bhint Phrafe my Boiiefl Thoughts exptefs'd^ 
Warm fro(ft:tli«;<HeatC} atid to the Heart ad(iref»'d< 






Juftice prevail'd ; yes, Jaftice, let me fay, 
"Well pois*d her Scales on that aufpicious Day, 
The wat^cJbftjl ^pbcrd ffies the Wolf a^,. ... 
Nor trufts l^i:.FWk to try .ih,* itntqvial Ww ; 
What thoiigH t)i^ Savage f rouQh m-hiim^le Gqifey 
And checK.the Fire that Bsiihes fcon^ bis Eyes B 
Should onc€^|ii|;b%fb*?QVNt F4ngi the FoJ4iJW9de,; . 
Vain were t^ieir Qrie$> tooiaic the Shepherd 9 atd^ 
Thirfting for Blood, he knows not how to fpare. 
His Jawji difteiid) hi9:^xr£yefaaiU.s,^a])e,ci •"''.. . 

While ghaQ]y^^o3atiaoo:^dllab8a)r(nifid,: :: ^ ;::': 
With mangled Limbs befbei(^ Bepuipk Orbu&d.' 



• . .« • 
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Now, Memory, £iiili^N<» let fl^ MiftcUfevolire^ 
How EnglakdV Pb&r« ^ntftiArd the- jaft RcCoke^ 
Againfl her Boibm ^aim'd a deadly ^dw. 
And laid dt once her great PaUadiumi lowl^ 

DegenVale Noblesi' Y«vl)y H<aKr*ft i^par; 
Had Bedford's felf appeared Delinquent therey 
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4 A N R P t S T fc B; 

And joined} forgetful of his Country*s Claims^. 
To thwart th* Exci^y.siON of Apostate J&mbs;^, 
All filial Ties had then been left at large, 
Aiid I myf^lf the fitfll to>urgftvthe Charge. 

Such the iix*d iSentimentsj that rule my Scm^ 
x\va& cannot change, . nor- Tyrai4tiy-corrfrou]^5 • 
While free, they hung upon my penfive Brow, , 
Then my chief Care, lay Pride and^ Glory now*- 
Foird I fubmit, nor think; the Meafure har<l,^ ' 
For CONSCIOUS Virtue is it'is own. Reward-.^, ■ 

Vain then isforbe, and vain each fbbtile Art^; 
To wring Retradion. fijoov'tfty^tortiirM TJeiarih; , 

There lie,, ia Marjis indelible, engrav^dy 
The Means whereby my Country muft be fav'd^- 
Are ta ^v^ £ye$ thofe <Shar^ers ^unknown ? ^ 
To read i»y:inm<>ft Hqart; CjonjGuli: thine own j .. 
There wilt thou, findtfaia Sacred Truth revealldi 
Which £hall toinj<^pw Mrith;my;BlQod bafeal'd* .. 
Seek not infirm Expedients to explore^ 

But BANijtt JamJS9>'.«»'En^MN]^ li-Nd mOMs." - 
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Friendfliip her tender Offices may fpare. 
Nor ftrive to move the unforgiving Pair, 
Hopelefs the Tyrant*s Mercy-feat to climb — 
Zeal for my Country's Freedom is my Crime ! 
'Ere that meets Pardon, Lambs with Wolves fliall range^ 
Charles be a Saint, and James his Nature change. 

Prefs'd by my Friends, and Rachel's fond de(ires» 
(Who can deny what weeping Love requires !) 
Frailty pre vail'd, and for a Moment quell'd 
Th* indignant Pride, that in my Bofom fwell'd j 
I fued — the weak Attempt I blufh to own — 
I fued for Mercy, proftrate at the Throne. 
O ! blot the Foible out, xny Nuble Friend, 
With human Firmncfs human Feelings blend I 
When Love's Endearments fofteft Moments feize. 
And Love's dear Pledges hang upon the Knees, 
When Nature's ftrongeft Ties the Soul enthral, 
(Thou can'ft conceive, for thou haft felt them all !) 
Let him refift their Prevalence, who can ; 
He muft, indeed, be more, or Icfs than Man. 

Yet let me yield my Rachel Honour due, 
The tend'reft Wife, the nobleft Heroine tool 

C Anxious 



6 A N E P t S T L I?^ 

Anxious to fave her Hufband's honcil Name, 

Dear was his Life, but dearer ftill his Fame ; 

When fuppliant Pray rs no Pardon could obtain, 

And, wond'rous ftrange I ev'n Bedford's Gold prov'd vain, 
Th' Informer's Part her gen'rous Soul abJiorr'd, 

Though Life preferv'd had been the fure Reward ;. 

Let impious Howard adt fuch trcach'rous Scenes,. 

And fhrink from Death by fuch opprobrious MeanSi-r 

■ 

O ! my lov'd Rachel ! Name for ever dear ! 
Not writ, not Ipoke, not thought without a Tear I ; 
Whofe heav'nly Virtues, and unfading Charms, 
Have blefs'd through happy Years my peaceful Arms ! ; 
Parting with.Xhee into my Cup was thrown,. 
It's harfheft Pregs elfe had not forc'd a Groan I — 
But all is o'er-r-thefe Eyes have gaz'd their laft — 
And now the. Bitternefs of Death is paft. 

Burnet and Tillotson, with pious care,. 
My fleeting Soul for Heav'nly Blifs prepare. 
Wide to my View the glorious Realms difplay. 
Pregnant with Joy, and bright with endlefs Day, . 
Charm'd, as of old when Israel's Prophet fung, 
Whofe Words diftiird like Manna from his Tongue, 

While 
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While the great Bard fublimeft Truths explor'd, 
Each ravifli'd Hearer wonder'd and ador'd ; 
So rapt, fo charmed, my Soul begins to rife. 
Spurns the bafe Earth, and feems to reach the Skies. 

r 

But when, defcending from the Sacred Theme, 
Of boundlefs PowV, and Excellence fupreme. 
They would for Man, and his precarious Throne, 
Exad Obedience, due to Heav*n alone. 
Forbid Refinance to his word Commands, 
And place God's Thunderbolts in Mortal Hands; 
The Vifion finks to Life's contracted Span, 
And rifing PafHon fpeaks me flill a Man. 

What ? (hall a Tyrant trample on the Laws, 
And ftop the Source whence all his Pow'r he draws ?: 
His Country's Rights to Foreign Foes betray, 
LaviQi her Wealth, yet flipulate for Pay ? 
To fhameful Falfehoods venal Slaves fuborn. 
And dare to laugh the Virtuous Man to, Scorn ? 
Deride Religion, Juftice, Honour, Fame, 
And hardly know of Honefty the Name ? 
Ill Luxury's Lap lie fcreen'd from Cares and Pains, . 
And only toil to forge his Subjeds Chains ? 



And 
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C AN EPtSTLE. 

And (liall he hope the Publick Voice to drown. 
The Voice which gave, and can rcfume his Crown ! 

When Confcicnce bares her Horrours, and the Dread 
Of fudden Vengeance, burfting o'er his Head, 
Wrings his black Soul ; when injur'd Nations groan> 
And Cries of Millions fliake his tott Ving Throne 5 
Shall flattVing Churchmen foothe his guilty Ears, 
With tortur*d Texts, to calm his growing Fears ! 
Exalt his PowV above th* JEtherial Climes, 
And call down Heav'n to fandify his Crimes I 

O ! impious Doftrine I— ;-Servile Priefts, away I 
Your Prince you poifon, and your God betray. 

Hapless the Monarch I Who, in evil Hour, 
Drinks from your Cup the Draught of lawlefs Pow'r I 
The Magick Potion boils within his Veins, 
And Jocks each Senfe in adamantine Chains ; 
Reafon revolts, infatiate Thirft enfues. 
The wild Delirium each frefli Draught renews ; 
In vain his People urge him to refrtfin. 
His faithful Servants fupplicate in vain j 

He 
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Hb quaffs at length, impatient of Controul, 
The bitter Dregs that lurk within^ the Bowl. 

Zeal your Pretence, but Wealth and Pow-*r your Aimsy 
You ev'n could make a Solomon of Jamss. 
Bfehold the Pedant, thron'd in auk ward State, 
Abforb'd in Pride, ridiculoufly great; 
HisiCourtiers feem to tremble at his Nod, 
His Prelates call his Voice the Voice of God j 
Weaknefs and Vanity with Them combine. 
And James believes his Majesty Divine. 
Prefumptuous Wretch ! Almighty Pow'r to fcany 
While evVy A<5tion proves him lefs than Man. 

By your Delufions to the ScafFotd led, 
Martyr'd by you, a Royal Charles has blfed. 
ICeach then, ye Sycophants I O ! teach his Son, 
The gloomy Paths of Tyranny to fliun ; 
Teach him to< prize Religion's facred Claim-, 
Teach him how Virtue leads to honeft Fame, 
How Freedom's Wreath a Monarch's Brows adorns,. 
Nofj bafely. fawning, plant his Couch with Thorns.. 
Point to his View his People's Love alonc^ 
The folid Bafis of his ftedfaft Throne ; . 

I> Ghofc^ 
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Chofen by them their deareft Rights to guard. 

The Bad to puniih, and the Good reward, 

Clement and juft let him the Sceptre fway, 

^nd willing Subjeds fliallwith Pride obey, 

Shall vie to execute his high Commands, 

His Throne their Hearts, his Sword and Shield their Hands. 

Happy the Prince ! thrice firmly fix'd his Crownl 
Who builds on Publick Good his chafte Renown ; 
Studious to blefs, who knows no fecond Aim, 
His People's Intereft, and his own the fame; 
.The Eafe of Millions refts upon his Cares, 
And THUS Heav'n's high Prerogative he (hares.' 
Wide from the Throne the blefs'd Contagion fpreads, 
O'er all the Land it's gladd'ning Influence Iheds, 
Fadion's difcordant Sounds are heard no more. 
And foul Corruption flies th' indignant Shore. 

His Minifters with Joy their Courfes run. 
And borrow Luflxe from the Royal Sun, 

But fliould fome Upftart, train'd in Slavery's School, 
l^earnd in the Maxima of Defpotick Rule, 

Full 
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Full fraught with Forms, arid grave Pedantick Pride, 
(Mysterious Cloak I the Mind*s Defeds to hide I) 
Sordid in fmall Things, prodigal in great, 

Saving for Minions, fquand'ring for the State 

Should fuch a Mifcreant, born for England's Bane, 
Obfcure the Glories of a profp'rous Reign ; 
Gain, by the Semblance of each praifeful Art, 
A pious Prince's unfufpeding Heart ; 
Envious of Worth, and Talents not his own. 
Chafe all experienced Merit from the Throne; 
To guide the Heloi a motley Crew compofe. 
Servile to him, the King's and Country's Foes ; 
Meanly defcend each paltry Place to fill. 
With Tools of Pow'r, and Pandars to his Will ; 
Brandiihing high the Scorpion Scourge o'er all. 
Except fuch Slaves as bow the Knee to Baal--^ 
Should Albion's Fate decre6 the banefiil Hour- 
Short be the Date of his detefted Pow'r 1 
Soon may his Sovereign break his Iron Rods^ 
And hear his People, for their Voice is God's I 



Ceafe then your Wiles, ye fawning Courtiers I ceafe, 
Sli&r your Rulers to rcpofe in Peace; 

By 
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Defend her Lawa^ her Worfhip chafte, and pure^ 

And guard her Rights while Earth and Heav*n endure !! 

O ! Let not ever fell Tyrannick Sway, 

His bloodftain*d Standard on her Shores difplay V 

Nor fiery Zeal ufurp Thy holy Name, 

Blinded with Blood, and wrapt in Rolls of Flame I: 

In vain let Slavery flbake her threat'ning Chain, 

And Pferfecution wave her Torch in vain ! 

Arife, O Lord ! and hear thy People's Call ! 

New for One Man let Three great Kingdoms fall I' 

O! that my Blood may glut the barb'rous Rage,. 
Of Freedom's Foes, and England's Ills aiTiiage l-^-^ 
Grant but that Pray'r, I afk for no Repeal,, 
A' willing Vidim for my Country's Weal ! 
With rapt'rous Joy the Crimfon Stream fhall flowi, 
And my Heart leap to. meet the friendly Blow! 

But fhould the Fiend, tho* drench'd with human Gore^ 
Dire Bigotry^, infatiate, third for more,. 
And, arm'd from Rome, feek this devoted Land,, 
Death in her Eye, and Bondage in her Hand — 
Blaft her fell Purpofe! Blaft her foul Defires ! 
Break fhort her Sword, and quench her horrid Fires 5: 

Raife up fome Champion, zealous to maintain 
The facred Compadl, by which Monarchs reign ' 

Wife 



A ^ 



Wife to fprcfee all Danger from afar, 

And brave to meet the Thunders of the War i 

■ 

Let pure Religion, not to Forms confin'd, 
And Love of freedom fill his. gen'rous Mind ! 
Warm let his Breaft with Sparks^ coeleftial glow,. 
Benign to Man, the Tyrant's deadly Foe!. 
While finking Nations reft upon his Arm,- 
Do Thou the Great Deliverer fhield from Harm!* 
Lifpire his Councils ! Aid his righteous S\vord ! 
Till Albiom rings with Liberty rsstor'd! 
Thence let her Years in bright Succefllon run! 
And Freedonx reiga coaeval with the Sun I 

*Tis done, my Ca'ndish, Heav'n has heard my PrayVj. 
So /peaks my Heart, for all is Rapture there*. 

To Belgia's Coaft advert thy ravifR'd Eyes, 
That happy Coaft, whence all our Hopes arifel. 
Behold the Prince, perhaps thy future King 1 
From whofe green Years matureft Bleflings fpring ; 
Whofe youthful Arm, when all-o'erwhelming Pow*r 
Ruthkls.march'd forth, his Country to devour, 

With 
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With firm-brac'd Ncive repeird the brutal Force, 
And ftopp'd th* unwieldy Giant in his Courfe. 

Great William, hail! Who Sceptres couldft defpife, 
And fpurn a- Grown with unretorted Eyes ! 
O ! When will Princes learn to copy Thee, 
And leave Mankind, as Heav'n ordain'd them, Free! 

Hafte, mighty Chief! Our injured Rights reftore ! 
Quick fpread thy Sails for Albion's longing Shore! 
Hafte, mighty Chief ! 'Ere Millions groan enflav'd ; 
And add Three Realms to One already fav'd ! 
While Freedom lives, Thy Memory {hall be dear, 
And reap frefh Honours . each returning Year \; 
Nations preferv'd (hall yield immortal Fame, 
And endlefs Ages blefs Thy Glorious Name | 

Then fhall my Ca'ndish, foremoft in the Field, 
By Tuftice arm'd, his Sv/ord confpicuous wield; 
While 'Willing Legions crowd around his Car, 
And rufli impetuous to the righteous War, 
On that great Day be ev'ry Chance defied, 
And think thy Russell combats by thy Side; 



Nor 
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Nor, crown'd with Vidory, ceafe thy gen rous Toil, 
Till firmeft Peace Tecure this happy Ifle. 

Ne er let thine honed, open Heart bdievc 
Profeflions fpecious, -forg'd but to deceive; 
Fear may extort them, when Reiburces fail, 
But 1 Rged the ba&lefs, flattering Tale. 

Think not that Promifes, or Oaths can bind. 
With folemn Ties, a RoME-devoted Mind ; 
Which yields to all the holy Juggler faith. 
And deep imbibes the bloody, damning Faith. 
What thougji the Bigot raife to Heaven his Eyes, 
And call th* Almighty Witnefs from the Skies I 
Soon as the wifh'd Occafion he explores, 
ToplaQt the Roman Cross on £ngland*s Shores, 
All, all will vanifli, while his Friefts applaud. 
And Saint the Perjurer for the Pious Fraud, 



Far. let him fly thefe Freedom-breathing Climes, 
And feek proud Rome, the Foft'rer of his Crimes 9 
There let him ftrive to mount the Papal Chair, 
And fcatter empty Thunders in the Air, 

F Crrimly 
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Grimly preilde iaSuperftuioaVSclioo}, 

■ # 

And curfe thofb Kingdoms. he could never ml^* 

Here let me paufe, and bid tlie World adieit>. 
While Heav'n*s bright ManfioUgr. open tc^ ifty Vii 



... J 



Yet ftill one. Gate,, one jtebdiefr Care remains ; 
My bounteous Friend, relieve a. Father's Pains I 
Watch o*er my Sony inform hh waxen Youths. 
And mould his Mind to. Virtue. and to Truth:. 
Soon let him learn fair Liberty to prize, . 
And envy him,, who for his Country dies; 
In one fhort Sentence toJccmpxize the whole^ 
Transfufe toHis the Virtueiof.Thy Soul 



< > 1 



Preferve thy Life, my tooj too gcn'rous Friend^ » 
Nor feek with mine thy hapipier Fate, to blend!. 1 r; 
Live for thy Country, live to guard her Laws, 
Proceed, and profper in the glorious Gaufe; 
While I, though vanquifh'd, fcorn the Field to fly,, 
But bpldly face ndy Foes, and bravdy die.. 

* 

Let princely Monmouth courtly Wiles beware,,. 
Nor truft too far to fond paternal Care ; 



1 • 



Too 
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Too oft dark Deeds deform the Midnight Cell^ 
Heav'n only knpw*. how. noble Ess^x fell 1 
Sidney yet lives^ ^DvhoTe conipteheoiive Mind 
Ranges at large though Syftenis ^unoonfin'd; 
Wrapt in himfclF, Kfe cfcorns the Tyrant's Povvt^ 
And hurls Defiance even fiom. Hie Tow'k j. ^ . 1 . 
With tranqAJil Brow. ittvaits til*, unjuft Decredj^../ - 
And, drm'd with Virtue,, looks tofoHaw.me,,. . . 

CA/Ni>tf»,,.Far«vstUrilMayrI?aHi0jOur Names entwine I 
iPhrodgh ihiU I hv'd. .theev dyihgl afalthine j- - : 
With pious Ritqs let Dtil^ tk> Duft bectbrow% 
And thus infbrilti lii^ MeiUUDJental: Stone^ ! . .-. ^ 



• \ • . 



Here Russell lies, «uraiM:his*d by-the Grat^.. ■ 
He priz'd his Birthright, nor would live a Slave. 
Few were {lis Words, but honeit and fincere, 
Pear were his Friends, his Country ftill more dear ;. 
In Parents, Children^ Wife,. Supremely blefs'd, 
But that one Paffion fvvallow'd all the reft ; 
To guard her Freedom was his only Pride, 
Such was his Love, and for that Love he died. 

Yet fear not Thou, when Liberty difplays 

Her glorious Flag,, to fteer his Courfe to Praifej 

For 



so 
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V 



For know, (whoe'er thou art that read'ft his Fate, 
And think' ft, perhaps, his SufF 'rings were too great,) 
Blefs'd as he .was, at Her imperial Call^ 
Wife, Children, Parents, he refign'd them all ^ 

■ 

) Each fond Affedion then forfook his Soul, 
And Amor Patri* occupied the Whole ; 
J 3n that great Caufe he joy'd to meet his Doom, 
* ' Blefs'd the keen Axe, and tfiumph'd o er 'the Tomb. 

t 

iHours, Days, and Years hence undiftinguifh*d flee ! 
Time, and his Glafs unheeded pafs away, 
. Abibrb'd, and loft in one yaft. Flood of Day I 
'On Freedom's Wings my Soul is borne on high^ 

And foars exulting to it's native Sky ! 



FINIS. 



THE 



WEST BRITON, 



BEING 



A COLLECTION OF 



POEMS, 



OM 



VARIOUS SUBJECTS, 

Unhappy wit like mod miftaken things^ 
Atones not for that envy which it brings^ 
Who(e fame with pains we gain but lofe with ealcy 
Sure fome to vex> but never all to pleafe, ^ 

'Tis what the vicious fear, the virtuous fhun. 
By fools 'tis hated, and by knaves undone. 



Pope. 
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DEDICATION. 



TO 



JOHN WALLER, ESQ^ 

Dedications generally proceed from one of 
three motives; neceflity, vanity, or honourable ambi- 
tion. — The £rft requires a patron, the fecond folicits 
the ornament of a title, and the third afTociates fome 
name appreciated only by its virtues. I do not want 
the firft, I defpife the fecond, but I glory in the third. 

Not thinking it necefTary to fend my name with my 
book into: the world, curiofity may be bufy as to who 
and what I am i and as there is fome charadleriftic by 
which every man feeks to be diftinguifhed, I defire to 

be eftimated by this— ^That from tlto time you were 

♦ 

capable of forming a fen timent updft reflexion to .the pre- 
fent day, we have lived in the moft undifturbed fympa- 
thy of friendfliip. , 



k 



IV 

I know how impoflible it is to zSd fubftantially to 
your refources m retirement, byt reccdleding how often 
you have been amufed by my abfurdities in perfon, I am 
induced to fend you the following poems to aA as my 
reprefentative. They have one merit (the only merit 
that Dodtor Join/on allows to Sommervi//e's Poems) 
they are (hort — If therefore they fhall not contribute to 

your amufement, you w31 not have to lament any ex« 
traordinary confumption of time*— or to damn 

THE AUTHOR. 






PREFACE. 



TO THE 



FIRST EDITION- 



JJVXR. POPE laments the fete of modern authors^ as 
contrafted with the authors of antiquity, that ^oie 
being the only reward of either, the former who were 
confined to a partial language^ were circumfcribed to 
the applaufes of a nation, while the latter, who wrote 
in the univerfal languages, were candidates for fame as 
univerfal. — But how much more lamentable is my cafe, 
who have written a Poem that will not be read, or if 
read, not generally underftood beyond the (phere of its 
operation, the Hall of the Four- Courts. 

There I have the vanity to think it will be read, 
felt, and underflood, and if it be fome mortification, to 
confider, that as a writer I (hall only be admired by 
one fociety of men,' I am abundantIy*;.confoled in the 
reflexion, that that is the moft enlightened fociety in 
the world. 



A 

^ 



VII 

If I find, however, that it ftiall be more generally 
read than I at prefent expefl:, and that ' I have not 
prefumed too much upon the admiration of my bre- 
thren, I fhall, in a future Edition, take a more enlarge 
ed and comprehenfive view of the fubjedt, elucidating 
by notes the technical allufions, for the benefit of my 
unprofefllonal readers; but to ufe the words of my great 
Prototype, Lord Coke, " for the prefent this little taftc 
(hall fuffice." 



PREFACE, 



TO TH» 



SECOND EDITION. 



<. -. 



1 H E firft edition of this poem, I piibliihed to gratify mjCdf^ 
the prefent edition I publifh to gratify my Bookfeiler. My va- 
nity (and I had no other objeA) was abimdantly indulged in 
the almo/i uniyerfai pleafure with which it was received and 
read by the profeilion. But it feems by the following letter 
which I had from my BookfeUer, Mn Dornxn, that he had a 

a 

mare folid obje£l ia the publication, which has not yet been 
^and perhaps never \r31 be) fidly accompUfhed. 

THE AUTHOR. 
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WHEN you did mc the honour laft year to appoint me (as 
it were) midwife to the mufe, for the purpofe of bringing 
into the world that moft ineftunable and legitimate progeny of 
hers, the Barrifter ;—— (or to fpeak unfiguratively, when 
you gave me the publication of that poem) you limited me to 



<< 2000 copies, then conceiving that number to be more th^n 
<< fufficient for the fphere of its fubjeft. Give me leave to affurc 
<^ you, Str,. Aat m this traofaAioa (as I truft in every other of 
<^ my fi&) I aAed with the utmod integrity, that I (truck oS the 
*^ 2000 copies to. a fra^on, and that of thofe 2000 copies 
^^ I had not one remdning at the end of two months. From 
*^ ths^ period. Sir, to theprefent, my (hop has been continually 
^* invefted, and I have been befieged with inceffiint demands^ 
«♦ foBcitations, and requifitions for Aat poem> from wluch I in. 
" fer, that fo far- from being only read by the profeflion (as^ 
•* you feemed to think would be the cafe) it has been read by 
^ many men, many women, and many children befides, info- 
** much that the lermni or landmarks of its circulation are not 
•* to be defined, that and fo far from being only read in our 
<< own courts, it will ihortly be read in all the courts of Europe* 



^ Suffer me, therefore. Sir, with the greateft refpeft to fo- 
*• licit the liberty of publifhing a fccaid edition, to which, if 
** yon would add a few verfes by way of novelty, at once to 
<* vary the editions and to enhance curiofity, you would do me 
*• not only a fevoiu-, but an effential fervice. A Bookfeller, 
^ Sir, muft be very incapable of moral obfervation, who after 
** a moderate portion of experience, cannot fay what is moft 

* 

^ likely to hit the public mind ; and I do affirm, that nothing 
•• will take in this country, that is not, in fome degree, acidu- 
lated, and that in proportion to the infufion of this pungent 
principle will be the effeA of the compofition. 



t 
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^ That kind of compofition. Sir, is miraculous in its opera- 
^•^ tion, which a£b (as it were) with an inverfe effe£t, vftitch 
^ gives t^eafure to the reader precifely in proportion to the de- 
•* gree of pain it gives all his acquaintances. Hence, Sir, I 

* have heard fevcral fpeeches in our expiring theatres of elocu-* 
^ tion here, which by their partizans have been applauded, not 

^ only as models of oratory, but as fjrftems of reafoning, but 
^ which being utterly deficient in ftrength and dignity of thought, 
^ power and happinefs of exprefilon, comprehenfiveneis of view, 
^ general information, clailical allufion, chafte fimplicity or oma* 

* mental embellifliment of ftile, candid prdmifcs or logical dc- 

* duftions, and which not at all relating to the fubjeft matter 

* would be dead letter, but that they were animated by a fuf- 

* ficient degree of furious abufe and perfonal inveftive. — And 

* therefore. Sir, I am warranted to fay, that ridicule and fatire 

* are the life and foul, and that all the other parts are the 
^ bafer elements of compofition. 



XII 

, ** Give mc leave Sir, with the grcatcft refpcft for his peribn 
** and charafter to inflance Mr. Earwan, certidnly the greatest 
** orator of this age. — ^The eflfcft of his oratory has been folid in- 
" deed, becaufe it has been the moft produftive that ever infpired 
^^ the pulpit. To what then is he indebted for fuch unexampled 
** fiicce(s ? ^ Will any man believe that it is to the energy of his 
*f manner or the dignity of his appeals ?— the fplendor of his 
** images, or the harmony of his periods ? — ^the caufe that he 
** advocates or the fpirit that he breathes ? — ^No, no— no fuch 
** thing. Every one goes to hear him, becaufe there he is furc 
^^ to hear the foibles the follies and the. vices of his acquaintances 
^^ and moft particular friends held up to public contempt and de- 
^^ teftatidn, never forefeeiag that before the thunders ceafe to roll 
^^ and the lightnings to flafh, a bolt will be levell'd at himfelf.^— 
^* And here Sir, is the faculty in wluch this great man, ftands* 
^ pre-eminent as a moralift-— i-That if his congregation confifts of 
^^ ten thoufand intelligent perfons, there is not one among them 
•* who does not in the courfe of an hour and a half's inveftives, 
^* fed a fentence fo peculiarly perfonal and appropriate to himfelf, 
•* as if it could apply to nobody elfe. — ^Every moral, (that is in 
** other words every fiitirical) performance fliould poflefs this qua- 
** lity, and according to the proportion in which it is poffeffed 
•* will the performance be excellent. Satire has no merit, unlefs 
** it be founded in nature, and if it be founded in nature how- 
** ever general it may be in its fcope and objeft, it muft apply to 
** individuals — ^However, Sir, I conceive with great deference to 
** your better judgment, that the moft fuccefsful performances in 



^* diis IinCy are thofe, where the writer while he is drawing gene- 
^ rally from nature, yet keeps fome individual in his eye as a 
^^ model. To illuftrate this as to poetry we may mention that it is 
*^ always the practice indth painters, and particularly fuffer me to 
** remind you Si^ that Michael Angelo, in order to draw hk fk- 
^^ mous pijhire of the Crucifixion, felt himfelf under. the neceflity 
*' not oalf of binding a man to a crofs in the moft excruciating 
«« makner, but of ftabbing him to the heart in order to accom- 
** plifli the rcfemblance.— 

«« Your hawk Sir, is a bold one, and fiy it tet me befeech you 
** at a noble quarry — ^But on my account let me requeft; that you 

• - • 

^ will be cautious—— ^ • 

** Mantua vac miferae nimium ¥icina Cremonc— r*^ 

" I live too near College-Green Sir, and they have a way of 
** fending their meflfengcrs, after unfortunate printers. — ^But 
^^ this rod will fbon be fo far removed, that there will be no 
^* danger, and then : 

" Give me leave. Sir, with the moft profound refpeft, to 
" fuggeft, that by adding at fome future time two natrts more 
** to this poem, it may be rendered one of the moft ufeful, and 
•* at the fame time delightful works that ever was publifhed in 
•* any country. It would then comprize the bar, the bench, 
** and fenate, as the laft twenty years were the moft important 
•* this country ever witnefs, fo the talents of the country were 
at their acme during that period, and thofe three focieties may 
be faid to comprize them all. The principal theatre of the 
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/< three for die difplay of public talents is now^ or fhortlj will be 
^< Qo more j aodiijig themfore could be more interefUi^ than \ 
:^^ jvprk at oiice morale bbgraphkal, and charaAerifUc^ which 
5^ foaj afford to pofteritf a view of the geoius aad moral iacul« 
.^ ties of thofe three great focieties during that important period, 
^^ the properties by which fo many were elevated and {q many 
^^ deprefied.— -lo ihort. Sir, a work of this ixxtx holding a Jkind 
*^ of middlc^place between poetry ai^ hiftoiy, enlivened with 
«< anecdotes and embelliihed with epiibdes, is a defidiraium of 
^ more impor^ipce than y^u can be aware of, and one that I 
^ have perfonaj and particular reafon to know, is at this moment 
^^ zealoufly folicited, and would be liberally xemuner^ted in the 
'^ Imperial metropolis. 

'* I have die honor to be, 
« Sir, 

<« Widi much gratitude 
'* And refpoft, 
*' Your very humble fcrvant, 

« B. DORNIN.'* 
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BARRISTER. 



X H E die is caft, I Ve had a full probation » 
And all my life henceforth ihall be vacation. 
Ten times Tve hail'd the morrow of All Souls, 
Since firft in Panoply I fign'd the rolls. 
Ten years with humble but attentive mien 5 

I've mark'd the chequered genius of the fcene. 
From ***** diffufe in declamation roaring. 
To the terfe logic of th' accompliih'd Saurin i 
But now no more I'll condefcend to drag 
A ftring-proud, humbug, unprodu&ive bag, 10 

From the rough thunders of th' Exchequer forum, 
To the keen breeze of Chancery decorum. 
Too firm to droop^ too proud to lick the duft. 
In difappointment, but in no diiguft. 
Some happier track my little bark (hall fail, 1 5 

And court the impulfe of (bme kinder gale ; 
Such prudent courfe full many a lawyer took. 
And quitted Lord, for Secretary Cooke. 

B 



THE BARRISTER. 

Blcft be the morn of life — the fchool-boy's days. 
While hope irradiates ev'ry ftep he ftrays : 20 

What> the' falfe concords haunt his troubled dreams. 
The mace, bright fymbol, in perfpedtive gleams ; 
Deluiive mace, which, with coquettifh leer. 
Beckons far off, but fhuns as we draw near I 
Once in thofe days from ichool and ufhers free, 25 

As I riad Cic'ro on my Father's knee, 
(For Cic'ro's praife my father was moft loud in. 
Yet knew no more of Cic'ro than of Plawderi) 
With grateful revVence bending to the fky, 
AfFedlion's cryflal glift'ning in his eye, 30 

" My Son" quoth he ** thank God and thank thy tutor, 
** Thou'lt be a Judge if Satan fland but neuter, 
** Not half fuch talents at thy years were fhewn, 
" By Hnjey Burgh or Antony MalonCf 
** Not Hutchinfm his tongue could roll fo glib on, 35 
** Nor fo precife and clear was old Fitzgibbon^ 
** No chilling wants fhall then thy fortunes mar, 
** If all Fm worth can bring thee to the Bar.*' 

Hail, facred prejudice of parent love. 
Erratic virtue ! infKndt from above ! 40 

'Tis thine to view thro' falfe prifmatic glafs. 
And on that view a falfe fond doom to pafs ; 
*Tis thine too oft- to dedicate the fruits. 
And judge their flavour ere the bloffom fhoots. 



THE BARRISTER. 3 

•Tis thine with foftVing fondnefs to remove 45 

Thy kitchen-garden plants into the ftove, 

'Till prefs'd and gall'd — in aromatic ire, 

The tender pines and fenfitives expire ; 

'Tis thine alas ! to fconce the barber's ftall. 

And fliow'r unnumbered wig- blocks on our hall ! 50 

Behold me next in academic gown» 
Panting to win the fcientific crown, 
By painful vigils, toiling to explore 
The deepeft mines of mathematic lore. 
The teft of truth, enquiring reafon's guide, ^^ 

The fcale and compafs, by which doubts are tried ; 
Chaftis'd by this, the faculty we gain 
To think precifely, and to think in train ; 
By proofs obftrufted, loofe and indireft, 
The cumbrous mafs this teaches to rejedt, 60 

Link after link in due concatenation. 
Leading the mind to perfedt demon ftration ; 
This Hardwicke made, and Mansfield what they were. 
And dignified our nation with a Clare. 

At length in form the Middle Temple faw, 6^ 

My name cnroU'd a vot'ry of the Law, 
A zealous vot'ry faithful to the creed. 
That pains and perfeverancc muft fucceed ; 
With this a maxim, this a habit got. 
What did I read ? Alas ! What did I not ? 70 

B 2 



THE BARRISTER. 

Refcripts and Pandefts, Inftitutes arid Ads, 

Abridgments^ Digefts, Gloflarics and Tradts, 

Entries and Comments^ Indexes and Tables, 

But mere reports I read like JEJop^s Fables. 

Urg'd by ambition, and no languor feeling, 'j^ 

I read from Domefday ev*ry book to Keeling \ 

And thence by unabating ardour prefs'd 

To the laft new cafe in Durnford and Eaji^ 

Where Kenyan cenfures but without convidtion, 

Mansfield's encroach on Thurlow'^ jurifdidlion, 80 

For in my judgment, nothing could be fuller 

Than Mansfield^ % reafons, as upheld by Buller. 

Three years I laboured thus to fcale the Bench, 
O'er heaps of murder'd Latin, and of French : 
And then, Oh dire reflexion ! (courteous reader,) 85 
Two years I drudg'd beneath a fpecial Pleader, 
There learn 'd like Anthony the Fadt to fmother. 
Or juftify one Libel by another, 
I glean 'd, compiled, fet down and then eras'd. 
Abridged, abftradled, noted, common-plac'd, 90 

'Till fain to be a Luminary bright, 
I fcarcely left myfelf a Ray of Light, 
Then vouched by ev'ry pledge that toil cou'd bring, 
I fought the harveft of no common fpring. 

Two years in fpruce, but yet in fober trim, 95 

* 

Modcftly neat, forcnfically prim, 



THE BARRISTER* $ 

Specioufly chearful, but with inward grief, 

I walked the Hall unburdened by a Brief. 

Soon I beheld what might my zeal reftrain, lOO 

Scare-crows enough to fright me from the graini 

Decay'd old drones with evil-boding hum. 

Wheeling in fuUen circles round the dome. 

By clients, briefs, andev'n their barbers, left. 

Of focial joy, becaufe of hope, bereft. 

To no great man, no kind protedlor linked, 105 

And after poflibility extindt. 

Next thefe a clafs of anxious form appear, 
Still flaves to hope — tho' verging on defpair. 
Gods ! how they woo with never-aching eye. 
The random glance of Agents pafling by, no 

How one kind fqueeze has made their bofoms throb. 
From either Reeves, the Joiny or the Boi, 
What golden hopes their drooping fouls beguile, 
When Bt7fy Furlong deigns a court;eous fmile. 
But vain their angling for this cautious wight, 1 1 § 

He (hews his teeth — ^but never takes a bite. 
And vain alas the glance, the fmile, the fqueeze. 
They ferve to tickle, but by tickling teaze. 
The Brief ftill pafs'd them, till the Agent funk it, 
Frankland, in thine, or in thy vortex, Plunket. 1 20 

Polemics next in bufy groupes I faw. 
Who moot incefTant ev'ry point but Law, 



THE BARRIST£Jt« 

Oi Buonaparte, Mammalukcsy finance, 

The Lazarmiy or the laft new dance^ 

Corred the Crefcent of bold Nelfon'% line, 125 

Or trace the fpot, where Jourdan crofs'd the Rhine^ 

Who criticife each word of Pitt or Cannings 

But fparc all Comnaent'ry on Matthew Manning. 

Within the courts I faw, but faw too late^ 
The bus'nefs chiefly done by fix or eighty 130 

Fav 'rites of fortune ! wbofe fagacious hand> 
Cuird from five hundred, this her filken band. 
Plac'd in the van, fome fears poffefs'd their mind^ 
For ever and anon they look'd behind^ 
'Twere hard^ they knew^ to hold that flation long, 135 
The ground was flipp'ry and the prcfs was ftrong. 
Lift but a foot — The rere-rank-man they feel, 
In lock-flep-progrefs treading on their heel. 
I faw^ for rank and for fubflantial earnings 
Some other things more valuable than learning, 1 40 

All this appaird me-^But it feem'd not meet, 
" Ere yet I dar'd the battle, to retreat- 
One night, dejedted as at home I fate^ 
Sadly revolving o'er my lucklefs fiite, * 
" Five years/' faid I, *' of precious youth confign'd^ 145 
" To dim my eye^fight and to blunt my mind» 
** Confign'd to books (o dull, confus'd and muddy, 
^* No m^ of taile could bear them in his ftudyi 
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THE BARRISTER. 7 

«' Five years of youth ! irrevocable treafure ! 
** While ev'ry fenfe was harmoniz'd to pleafure ! 150 
** My fav'ritc claffics facrific'd for lumber^ 
^* Text v^ithout method. Comments without number, 
" And thou oh Po^! by all the mufes grac'd, 
Who firft infpir'd, whatever I have of tafte, 
Joy of my feeling mind, while yet 'twas fuch, 155 
Strung like thy Lyre, it trembled at thy touch. 
^' Oft in thofc days from noon^tide heat Tve ftray'd. 
With thee, my fole companbn, to the Hiade, 
And hung upon thy fafcinating drains, 
'' 'Till light's laft blufhes faded o'er the plains. 1 60 
Why did I leave thee ? Why for fortune pant ? 
I love not money J and I knew no want, 
*« You taught me what to canvas, what defpiie, ^ 
For wealth or pow'r no hunun thing to prize. 
Taught me, wliat (hare of earthly blifs to find, 165 
** In a free mu(e and independent mind, 
** To * curfe the verfe how well foe'er it flow, 
^ That tends to make one virorthy man my foe, 

* Give virtue foandal, innocence a fear, 

* Or from the foft-ey'd virgin draw a tear,' 170 
You taught me too, all culprits not to fpare. 
Taught me how. much the jealous mufe fhou'd bear. 
Taught me that Vice fecure upon its Throne, 

'' Is aw*d and touch'd by Ridicule alonc^"^' 
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8 THE BARRISTER. 

While thus to happier days reflexion flies 175 

A maiden Brief falutes my raptur'd eyes^ 
Sudden to Black-letter I change the ftrain. 
And now Belle-letter's treated with difdain. 

** Thrice happy me ! who took fuch pains to learn» 

All that was dry and intricate in Fearne, 1 80 

More certain path to dulnefs-living-thrift 

Than all the wit of Sheridan or Swifts 

This leads to Wealth, Wit marihals me to ruin, 

'Tis a felfe light that tempts to our undoing, 

Butler and Otway died of very £unine 185 

Chief priefts, chief judges mofUy die of cramming ; 

Sad tax on wealth are gravel, gout, and bile. 

But gripes as painful, and by far more vile. 

Since then in either cafe one's life is forfeit 

Who^d die of want that cou'd drop oflT in furfeit. 1 90 

'^ How happy is the blamelefs prelate's lot 

His rebel flock defpis'd, abjur'd, forgot. 

In rank how courted, honoured, and ador'd. 

When ev'ry flave that greets him fays — «• my Lord,*' 

Deep in debentures, frugal as to booksi 195 

A critic only as to wines and cooks. 

Nor type nor binding on his coffers call, 

Luke White his author, editor and all. 

On him fchool fophiftry her arts may fpare 

And controverfy's ihafts are fped in air.*' * 200 



THE BARRISTER. 9 

^< Coxcomb Philofophy ne'er clouds his brain^ 

<< And Metaphyiics fpread their mifts in vain^ 

^^ Sleek and ferene no fceptic qualm intrudes 

^^ No fcience puzzles and nc wit deludes. 

^* His thoughts on goTernment all firm as rock 205 

^^ Are drawn ftom Falk'ners Journal — not from Lock, 

*' Fromhi{l'ry*s page he learns not hift'ry's crimes, 

** The Journal gives the hift'ry of his times. 

*' No blefiing nceds-~while he digefts his food^ 

^' And knows no mis*ry«— ^while his fbup is good, 2 1 o 

^^ Then mild as infants dimpling finks to reftji 

*^ JlapC ia the vifions of ibme future feajft. 
• *^ But wicked dreams th' uncurtain'd wit abuie 

*' A flifF-neck'd patron or a flimfy mu& 

" Splicing harih fyllables, or mending iboes 2 1 

^^ Here then th' eccentric comet I ^bjjsirc 

^^ For that fix'd ibtr fo jfortunate and /Ure« 

*• Led by whofc light without another ray 

^* B. C. and D. ha^e fcrambled into day 

** But ihall I count by ev'ry ftupid elf, 220 

>^* I who have fuch refources in myfcif, 

** That on this queftion if there be difplay'd 

■ 

*' The tenth of wfiat I know, my fortune's made, 
'' Oh if this Brief, ihaU but afford me juil, 

Ontfiifting tjfe, or one raking tntfi, 225 
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10 THE BARRISTER.' 

" rU {hew the diflf'rcnceboth to court and ciknt^, 
** Twixt vain pretenders and a man of fciencc.'* 

Bat ah ! while thus I felt and priz'd my force. 
The Brief appeared to be, a word of courfe . 

Still I refolv'd abundant pains to take, 230 

And by mere Statement charader to make. 
Unconfcious of its tones, my voice I tun'd. 
Each paufe adjufted, and each period prun'd 
With ardent hopes my zealous fancy fed. 
And certain of not fleeping went to bed. 235 

Th' unpradis'd virgin, innocent and wild. 
Taught but by inftindt, nature's glowing child, 
Who oft in vifions fnatch'd a vivid gleam, 
And now decreed to realize her dream, 
Defiring, fearing, trembling, hoping, burnings 240 

Feels juft fuch pangs as harafs'd me 'till morning. 

And now wifli'd nK)rn arriv'd, and in my place. 
Full in the prefence of the awful mace, > 
Caird on to move, I rofe with due devotion. 
And lowly bowing, tSius I made my motion. f 4 j 

** Plaintiff Paul Pike, defendant Darby Dancer, 
•* My Motion is for further time to anfwer, 
^^ Juft fix weeks time~-my Lord I humbly crave it, 
'^ I move on Samuel Eajhoood^^ affidavit.'' 

Proceeding then in periods duly rounded, ' 250 

To ftate the Fa£ls on which my claim was grounded. 
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A learned Serjeant fpringing with a pounce. 
Cut fhort my motion and my fpeech at once. 

Quoth he (while I in fad furprize was loft) 
*• My lord, this Motion you*ll refufc with Coft. 255 
** The Notice is informal — full of flaws, 
** *Ti8 not entitled in the proper caufc." 

This blow I felt as tho' 'twere from a hatchet, 
For I knew no cafe in the Books to. match it. 
Oh if to Withernam the motion bore q^e, 260 

What little chance he'd have to ftand before me. 
But to pick holes in Notices, a knack 'tis. 
Beneath the dignity of learned practice. 

Still on my legs and ftill in dire difmay. 
Without reply, without a word to fay, 265 

No friendly fympathy my breaft relieved. 
But round the Court a titter I perceiv'd. 
Perhaps 'twas but the phantom of my fear. 
And yet methought I faw Jack Dwyer fneer. 
Then my knees ihiver'd and my head grew light, 270 
And Seals and Six-clerks fwam before my fight. 

.At length fomewhat recovered from defpair, 
I thus to Heav'n addrefs'd a fervent pray'r. 
^* Spirit of Coke^ from whom all learning fprings, 
•* Oh hover round mc with thy facred wings, 275 

** Teach me this adverfe tide of things to meet, 
*^ With foQie deep inference or fome quaint conceit, 
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'* Nor leave me here the jeft and fcorn of fools, 

** Like thy Six Carpenters, ^^WitY^Mt their tools. 

" Was it for this I bound in (kin of Leopard, 280 

" Of Law thy precious Touchfttme, gentle Shepherd, 

*« Was it for this I walk'd the Temple galleiy, 

** Five hours each day fo con thee, fpecial MALL&ft y, 

** Was it for this of oil I fpent fix firkins, 

*' In poring oeV thy pretty page poor Perkins, 285 

** Whereas I might have got a hint more lively, 

^« From Woods the Six-clerk or his Brother Stevefy.'' 

'Twas all in vain,-— fo ended my renown, 
And fo defpis'd and laugh'd at I fat down. 

For three long years I bore th' opprcflive weight, 290 
Of this (on my part blamelefs) fad defeat. 
No Agent*s Clerk, my credit to reftore. 
Darkened my entrance, or approached my door, 
No Judge with fly infinuation bland, 
Whifper'd my name and merits thro* the land : 295 
But fome revil'd me'*-'(why, I ne'er could know it,) 
With fneer contemptuous-^^* Oh that man's a Poet/* 
Thus to my wit my miferies I trace, 
And the poor Mufe is ydt'd with tny difgface. 

And yet Lord Coke by fotee mad Poet bit, 300 

Sometimes wrote verfcs, and afFed^ wit. 
Too dull indeed, his rife in life to fetter, 
But it is my misfortufte to write better^ 
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Fortune thus advcrfe, next I tried to win her. 
By giving th* Agents many a jolly dinner— 305 

But this to balance brought no great encreafe, 
I gave in mutton what I got in fees 1 
Befides I found at clofb of computation, 
On debtor fide thia weighty obfervation, 
^* My butcher's was a ready •^moocy trade, 310 

*^ The Briefs were mark'd three guineas to be paid. 
" So note the diif'rence''— Here I fled the ftrife, 
Refolv'd t'enjoy what ftill remained of life. 

Say, in'thofe days, what gifts enfure to rife ? 

Fairly to win, and won, to keep the prisse ? 31$ 

Could Downes's judgment ? George's vigorous mind ? 

Or all that's great in Chamberlain combin'd ? 

Afk learned numbers in your back-ground thrown. 

Their voices heard not, and their names unknown. 

Afk all thofe talents, by opprefiive doom . 320 

Condemned to fade like flowers round a tomb ! 

Can the filk gown ? Afk all the mercer trade ; 

The fUk in tatters, yet the bill unpaid, 
if 

The flipp'ry goddefs ! What, can nothing gain her ? 
Endlefs attention, fycophant demeanour ? 325 

Afk yonder drudge who fcarce with tooth and nail 
Can hold the eel of bus'nefs by the tail. 
Where long the tide fprungliigh with flood of gain. 
Why ebbs it now^ the hidden caufe explain ? 
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Or that from whence ftrange fpeculation rofe ? 330 

The monftrous bar phenomenon difclofc. 

Why in full fplcndour, Burjion fet fo foon. 

As if the fun portentous funk at noon \ 

Chief of the Hall, lefs envy'd than belov'd. 

As Genius daring, and as truth unmov'd, 33 § 

When others ftated fbme entangled fa£t 

And left it ftill a wild and barren tradt. 

Let him but gild the chaos with a ray. 

Arrangement fmil'd, and darknefs hail'd the day; 

Though mild, inflexible, though ardent, clear, 34a 

Though tcQip'rate, zealous, though humane, fevere. 

When rous'd by fraud or by oppreffion ftruck 

His honefl foul with indignation (hook 

The proftrate culprit felt no mortal rod. 

It was the thunder of an angry God ! 34^ 

What then this much vex*d conteft can enfure. 
Will perfeverance do it ? Afk ♦**♦ ♦♦♦♦ 

Thefe lail ten years with mute but flubborn zeal. 
He eyes, but holds no converfe with the seal: 
Fix'd to one fpot, ne'er verging to or fro, 350 

Juft in the center of the foremoft row : 
In Chanc'iy Pradice daily waxing wifer, 
And of the Inner Bar a Supervifbr, 
Not mOv'd by gufts, nor diligent by fits, 
Placid and pertinacious there he fits, . 355 
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Wafting his fwectncfs, and with patience fteady^ 
Counting each brief that's handed to 0' Grady i 
Not fo in Lifford's days, but in his funftion. 
Spinning like fpider's web his fell injundtion ; 
Involving Juftice in prepenfe confufion^ 360 

Claufe within claufe, eternal involution ! 
Can none remember ? Yes I know all wilU 
The wild meanders of his fluent quill : 
When non-fenfe like the owl of darknefs ftood 
Perch'd on his foretop in the mazy flood : 365 

When Fortune's felf his Briefs triumphant bore, 
And Law and Grammar trembled on the fhore ; 
When all th' attornies of his lungs cou'd brag. 
And his appeared to be a leading Bag ! 
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X O compromire the pains 4)f Hell, 
Some pious matrons deign'd to fell. 

Thread, pin-cufhions, and bobbin] 
The profits on the poor beftow'd, 
Free-coft to Heav'n infur'd their Tcad« 
Such is th' extent of jobbingt 

Each morning at their ware-bouie met 
By way of lounge this zealous fet, 

Of Moralifts decided 5 
Roufleau, Le Clos, and Faublas read, 
Abus'd the living and the deadj 

And B in ftate prefkkd. 

A prying youth of daring mind, 
Their orgies to behold inclined, 

A tafk of peril ventured ; 
Difguis'd one morning and array'd, 
In habit of a blooming maid, 

This myftic temple enter'd« 

D 2 
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Scarce had he reached within their view. 
When B his fex by inftindt knew. 

Sweet fympathy of woman f 
Then quick as lightning feiz'd the boy, 
Refolv'd his garments to <leftroy^ 

With ardor moft inhuman. 

Jufl then came in two lovely fair^ 
To purchafe lace or nets for hair. 

And iaw the wild commotion. 
The captive youth forgot his chains, 
Became a prey to pleafing pains 

And ga2'd with fond devotion* 

Th* infuriate B ■ now jealous grovm 
Of Charms, fhe knew were not her own^ 

Forgot her rank and (lation ; 
And fierce as fifty German boors, 
She thump'd and kick'd them out of doocs 

With horrid imprecation. 

And now to ev'ry eye held out 
His fex no more remained a doubt. 

Completely flript by Madam, 
A naked pile of flefh and blood 
" God-like eredl,'' the hero flood. 

As Milton fang of Adam* 
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•^ Young man," quoth B " your crime's not fmall, 

*^ You muft do penance on us all, 

** Into this fnare for falling ;" 
At this each matron round him trips, 
And pants for hope and licks her lips 

Her fweet revenge foreftalling* 

Clofe by there flood a fmall alcove, 
Fit fcene for punifhment — or love. 

For flogging or for flirting ; — 
But here the virgin mufe opprefs'd, 
With decent fhame conceals the refl. 

And down fhe drops the curtain < 
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TO T^B RIGHT HONOURABLE, 

THE COUNTESS OF GLANDORE, 

AT 

^RDFERT. 

4 

VBITTEM AT. TRAlBEj THB AUTHOR AND illS FARTT HAVINO RETURNED 

THITHER ON THEIR WAY FROM KIILARNEY. 



XvETURN*D from the Lake, as delighted as merry. 
And determined to fee all the beauties of Kerry, 
Our little republic was pleas'd to decree. 
That a Ball fhould affemble this night at Tralee, 
The Sheriff hath therefore at our dread command 
Sent forth all his poffe to fummon the land. 
And no lefs obedient fmooth Crofbie the pious. 
Who in pleafure and peril hath clofely ftood by us. 
So happily gifted with fly-tongu'd perfuafion. 
Hath us'd all his influence and art on th' occafion. 

Thus things are en traine for the meafure — but you. 
Whom we cannot command, we moft fervently fue. 

£ 
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Let them talk of Killarney — ^its lovely-Jine fliades, 
Its woods^ and its wilds^ and its dreadful cafcades. 
Its mountains and monfters — my paflions are human 
Give me to contemplate a kwly^Jine woman. 
A week 'midil the folitudes fpent, and the floods 
Hath made me as wild as the Man of the Woods, 
And fince when our faculties thus are untam'd 
'Tis only by woman they can be reclaimed. 
Oh come ! with one polifli'd, tho' fummary view. 
And fofiDea the iavage fou well may fobdae. 
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THE MUSE, 



AN ODE, 



TO THE RIGHT HOMOU&ABLB 



LADY CAROLINE MORRISON. 



U RG'D by my wayward fortune's fpight 

Or by the Mufes fmitten. 
Oft when you prefs'd me ftill to write 

And publifh what I*d written. 

In vain by frowns fevercly chafte 
Old Wifdom then withheld me, 

Gould I refift, when Beauty, tafte. 
And wit, and rank impelled me ? 

But ah ! as yet you little know 
How dang'rous is the paflion. 
That drives to make one common foe 
Of greatnefs and of fafhion. 
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If ftooping to the meaner throng 

I aim the lowly ftriftiiiCy 
What int'reft in the vulgar fong 

And who'd perufe the pi(%ure ? 

Or if I fwcU with courtly praife 
The proudly flowing lyrick, 
Difhonour'd, hang my drooping bays 
For who reads panegyric ? 

If at the great with fcowling tyes 

I take a deadly level. 
And ** flioot their folly as it flies'' 

They'd rather fee the devil. 

Or if no appropriate vein 
I draw at large from nature. 

Some wounded mind betrays its pain 
And I'm ** a horrid creature/' 

Then as to friends not over*rchoioe 
They'd let the vciy mob in, 

'Gain A wits alone CeHeA and nice 
They form a flroeg round robin. 

To guard this pafs, their creatures fit, 
(For this they entertain *em) 

And there like toade they fW^ and fptt 
The deputies of venom ! 



THE MUSE. 3t 



If now and then a wit flips in 

Their vigilance eluding. 
To fudden iilence ihifts the din, 

Appall'd at his intruding. 

No more with frifk and prank my lord 

Throws point and pun (b pat in 
No more my lady treats the board 
With fcraps of Greek and Latin. 

No more in foodiing (bunds he fighs, 
" Your fame muft live for ever/* 

No more with bland refponfe fhe cries 
** I vow you're vaftly clever.*' 

But all to gloom difmay and fright 
The fiend-like prefence turning. 

Each wig-hair ftanding ftiff upright 
And blue the candles burning. 

Meanwhile th* ill-omen 'd wit looks on. 
Not captious or difdainful. 

Deriving from this homage done 
Pre-eminence, moft painful. 

Next day if fome lampoon comes out 
{A fchool-boy's poor tmi%i«fSoOf ) 

They all denounce it beyond doubt 
Tifat Caifif's compofition. 
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Thus Wit nat only oft intrudes 
On focial life's endearnicnt. 

But ftill more fatal far, precludes 
The portals of preferment. 

Strike or not ftrike, if once they know 

The talent is thy dower. 
The confcious mind experts the blow 

And hates thee for the power. 

We all endure with moderate fpight 

Superior wealth or Station, 

• < ■ 

But none can bear fuperlor height 
Of mental elevation. 

From this exalted moral tow'r. 
As from Olympus* fummit. 

The real depths of wealth and po w'r 
You found, as with a plummet. 

You find that wealth no worth deoptes, 
Becaufe full oft the fad: is^ 

'Tis made by felling fnuff — or vote? 
Or by fome meaner pradice>. 

Title you find is now reproach. 
And ftock-brokers will fcorn it. 

For who affords to buy a coach, 
But alfo buys a cor'het ? 
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What talent, ftation may requirct 
A fcavcnger*s explains it^ 

Who drives moft dirt for loweft hire 
Is he who always gains it. 

Let fuch the facred mufe deride. 
Contemn^ malign, difclaim her. 

But be by this their (lander tried, 
Wou'd you be Swift or Darner f 

With thofe materials in one's way. 

So obvious and obtrufive. 
To bid one write — is juft to fay, 

** I beg you'll be abufive." 
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To fhun thefe (hoals there is 'tis true. 
One courfe as clear as happy, 

*Tis this ■ with care. to ftudy you 
And from the portrait copy. 
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THE FLESH-BRUSH, 



BY A FRIEND. 



AVh E N Venus from the briny flood 

In heavenly radiance, beauteous ftood. 

And dazzling like the morning fun. 

Had ris'n a brighter courfc to run, 

(For he with tranfitory Kght, J 

His fceptre yields to gloomy night f 

While ber imperifhable fire 

Bcft kindles, when Bis rays expire.) 

As from th* exulting wave fhe rofe 

Without one fingle flitch of clothes, iq 

It happened, tho' of heavenly mould, 

The goddefs felt a little cold. 

And fhudder'd from the fudden (hock. 

As from a dipping at Black Rockw 
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While every little wanton breeze, i ^ 

Without remorfe her beauties feizc. 
And am'rous Zephyrs lift her trefles. 
And hn them in their loojle cafefles. 
She could not chafe herfelf,*— you know 
One hand above, and one below 20 

Were pofted,— i-why ? I cannot guefs. 
As fentries a la Medicts. — 

The lovely fhiverer defpairs. 
Then looks to Hcav'n and fays her prayV^. 
• ** Oh Jupiter, by Jove I'm cold, J25 

*' DitnOi I will ne'er be bold^ 
** Apollo fhinCf and damn your lyre, 
^* Good Vulcan, xosak^ a littk fire^ 
*' Oh MercVy or Proipetheus ileal it. 
** Beg, borrow it, but let roe feel it ji 30 

The envious deities amus'd 
With Beauty's miferies refui'd 
A^d all in turn, tl^mfeh^e^ cxcus'd. 
^arcaftic Diao*s pr^i& nature 
Was ihocA'd-to iee tlw wkftd creatwc^, 35 

And moraliflufig fi^mkAk ichool 
Cries '' hotteft HxV^ ts Ibtfiefl cool.'' 
The jealous iol witheld his m^s^ 
More jealous V^ukan iud lu9 -bluv^ 
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Bacchus was drunk, and Momus hearty, 40 

And Mars— was making Buonaparte, 

Thofe friends whom moft her fuff 'rings cdu'd fliock. 

The Loves^ and Graces — were with Woodcock, 

Pan bofy at .his pipe and tabor. 

And all the MufeS— Were in labour, 45 

While Mercury, (great Jote was ill) 

Was otit on buflnefs in a pill. 

Phyfic^s old G6d alone was feen 
To feel the pAtigs of Beauty's qUeen } 
So Efculapius goes down ftairs v. 50 

To fee the ftate of— her afFaiiTs^ 
Then mounting Pegaftis's back, 
Trots off the old Olympian quack. 

The lovely patient look'd fo fair. 
And breathed fuch fweet ambrofial air, g^ 

The DoAor thought there was fomc charm 
That fhe was cold, and he fo warm^ 
Sufpedted it was only faips^ 
But felt her pulfe,r and-wlick'd his lipsr 
'' Madam,'^' quoth he/ '* this fadden breeze 6a 
" Hath caused the iix^oiat tide td freeze^ 
'* And gentle fridkion mtrft feftoK 
'* The circulation as before. 
•^ This FLESH-BRUSH properly applied^ 
•• With now and then, a little ride, .. 6$ 
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'* Good air and gentle excrcife^ 

^* And foft rcpoic will foon fufficc :*' 

Then taught her how to ufe the charm. 

And cried, ** From henceforth^ Love be warm^^* 

He bow'd, — fhe fec'd him wijth a /mile 70 

Coin'd in the .mint of Cypria's iile. 

And now with joy the goddefs burn'd 
For quick the tide of health returned. 
Soon as the treafure met her >eyes^ 
The orient tinge was feen to rife^ f ' 

The crimfon io her cheek to glow. 
And fpread its rich fuffufion low. 
The rofeate hueiiMcli other chac'd, 
0*er iv'ry jiec;k ajjd .taper waift. 
And decent pride and modefly, 80 

Blufli'd thro' each fine extremity ;-^ 
** jQh pretty aoftrum^'* (he c^xclaims, 
" Flefli Broilh, .or by whateyer names 
** Pofterity may pleafe to call thee, 
** May nothing wrinkled e*jer appal thee I g j 

** The votaries who confefs my power 
^' SJiall wear thee, to time'^ latefl: hour, 
^* And eaqh a littk brujh difplay, 
. ^* Emblem of deleg^ated fway. 
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** Tanfmitting medicinal * fkill 90 

'* In the fweet cure of every ill ; 

" Were veins with chill ftagnation full, 

^' As Lapland cold, as Holland dull, 

•* Thy magic touch (hou'd life impart 95 

^^ And fend it dancing to the heart, 

** While all the fpirits rallying rufli, 

'* Obedient to the fovereign Brujh : 

" Nor yet good doftor god, Efclapy, 

** Be thou forgot who mad'ft me happy, -' 1 00 

^* My flaves fliall pay thy power divine, 

** The favourite honours of tby fhrine, 

^^ And many a time on benided icnee, 

** Shall facrifice a C^iJf to the^, — 

~ ~ — 105 

This faid, the Goddefs feiz*d the prize, 

And hid it from enquiring ey^s, 

Juft in the fpotf — * — 

Qh! Mufe forbear. 

And flop your naughty triplet there.— no 

* A Cocky was the bird facred to Efcukpiusy and nrhoever rtconxed bom, a 
dangerous illnefs facrificed a cock to that Deity. 

t There is here an hlahu in the ori^aU 
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Jt U FF is the word — No talents we inherit 
Float on the flream of pure intrinfic merit : 
Confcious of this» the Statefman by a taper 
Correds his fpeech, then puffs it in the paper ; 
By puff the Lawyers and the Chemifts hope 
To fell their fuftian or their violet fbap. 

From fuch wife precedents, Tve deign'd to borrow. 
And peiin'd the following for the Prefs to-morrow : 

[Pu/ls out a faptr and nadi. 

Laft night the Private Theatre difplay'd 
The favVite vot'ries of the mimic maid, 
^Mifs Cough's Califta dazzled expedtation, 
^o bold, fo juft, it fcarce feem'd imitation ; 
Whil(^ Altamont, taine creature ! humbly knuckled, 
A faithful portrait of a modern cuckold. 
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" Butler's Lothario, haughty, gallant, gay, 
** Excused the frail one whom he forc'd to ftray, ' 
** Yet for this vice he unregretted fell, 
** The worft of human frailties — kiss and tell. 
•' Lotharios now-a-days reverfe the blifs, 
** And the tell- always runs before the kiss, 
Hence ev*ry club is ftun*d with puppy fcandal. 
And female fame knocked down — iy inch of candle. 
" Jones in Horatio, moral, fqueamifh, true, 
** From Nature — ^^(but old-fa(hion*d Nature) drew. 
** A very fpoil-fport, who, in modern times, 
" So far from thinking things like thefe were crimes, 
" He'd let his wife fupply the bon amis 
" With lounging fofa, prints, znAjalouJies. 
** Leflie's Sciolto, bold and energetic, 
" Touch'd the true chord when warm, or when pathetic. 

*^ Our Audience, too, difplay'd a conftellation, 
^* Of fplendor, wit, of beauty, youth, arid faihion^ 
** Bofoms that fcorn in fuUcn fhade to linger-, ' » . \' 

'* That to their orbs wou'd tempt an hermit's finger, 

Loofe lengthy limbs, breaft-high, and undifgrac'd 

By that unmeaning medium call'd a waift, 
** Teeth that fhame pearls — eyes that.thc ftars out-twinkle, 
** Foreheads of parian white, and— damn the wrinWe." ' 

\Puts up the pa^ 
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How oft, alas ! a wretched Player feels 
At fccond hand, the fcourge of human Ills, 
A ftubborn feather, or a knot ill tied, 
A riband or a regiment denied, 
Writs on the houfe or pimples on the fece, 
Lofing a tooth — or lofing of a place. 
Each individual ill an audience fhares. 
Blackens our fky, and fcowls upon the play Vs. 

Fir ft comes a formal youth to lay his laih on, 
A pert prime popinjay — a fool of fafhion, 
Whofe ruling pride is to be feen and known 
In that bewitching circle call'd the ton. 
Nods from a Duke who takes as folid bounties. 
And fcarcely breathes if three yards from a Countefs ; 
For this he cuts his jealous College cronies ; 
For this he's quiz'd, wherever real ton is ; 
And was not afk'd, if there be truth in rumour. 
To the laft party giv'n by Lady Bloomer; 
With this misfortune feft'ring all the night. 
Nor fccnes, nor play, nor players give delight. 

W Long had it been Myrtilla's pride to move, 
^'. Firft in the fpheres of gaiety and love ; 
To rule at revels, dzfhing give the ton, 
pf our fcx, and envy of her own. 
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On downy pinions life fcarce fcem'd to fly. 

Nor felt fhe years — tho' years, alas drew nigh ! 

Till at the mirror, of her eye-brows vain. 

Their well arch'd beauties while fhe ftoop'd to traiiij 

Three milk- white bair^ (he happened to defcry ! 

And infant crows-feet cluft'ring round her eye ! 

That night not Momus cou'd her thoughts engagej 

From all the horrors of approaching age. 

The men's negledl, the faucy gibes of youth. 

The glafs detefted for its hoary truth 5 

No more at plays to fee the fwarm about her. 

As if the circle were a blank without her ; 

No more to force her fev*rite box from Mara^ 

jQueen of the ring no more to flaunt at Faro, 

But doomed t' endure the greatcft mis'ry we know, 

Stuck up with three dull dowagers at Caflno, 

The Lawyer next deals out farcaftic (ally, 
I fee them there by dozens in Fop's alley :— 
Lefs and lofs frequent on his founding door 
If now th' attorney's rap invites no more^ 
If while his juniors' brief-bags full as ocean. 
With caufe, crofs-caufc, demurrer, plea, and motion. 
His only holds (a bait for the by-ftanders,) 
Some {heets of mufic, and the raails from Flanders ; 
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Or if in one great effort for renown. 

Striving in clamour, law and fenfc to drown, 

« 

He forc'd the learned Bench to put him down 
Joylefs to him that night the mimic ftrain. 
And Congreve holds his mirror up in vain. 

Cynthia poor foul, muft muzzle ev*ry feeling, 
Or elfe fome fecrets there is no concealing. 
Should £he give way to tears — the filver flood 
Touched by her magic cheek, wou'd turn to blood, 
Nor dares in peals of clam'rous laughter join- 
She has no pearls to throw at odious fwrnc. 

Though Lelbia*$ iv'ry prompts the frequent fmilc 
The balance is againft her all the while. 
For thofe fweet fmiles which gracioufly £he plies. 
Relax the treacherous mufcles near her eyes. 
And thus unguarded, to her favVite beau, 
For ev*ry dimple twenty furrows fhew. 

But blefs the ^fhion, whofe indulgent care 
From whale-bone bondage liberates the fair. 
Difplays the limb, admits the lover nigh 
And gives th' emancipated breafl to iigh. 
For now no longer her reludtant waift 
Pants in its prifon, as vvith armour brac'd. 
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50 EPILOGUE. 

But from her bofom flung a ftory highV, 
On flippVy furfacc fwings her loofe attire ; 
Her zone promoted to an upper flat ion. 
Eyes with regret its former occupation, 
Sees unembrac'd the blifs it once furrounded, 
And all the ancient landmarks quite confounded. 

Here then no fullen or vexatious care. 
Annoys the audience, pr difmays the play'r -, 
Where to reward us for our humble pains 
Th' eternal fun^fhine of good humour reigns. 
True taAe, true &(hion» dignity and eafe, 
Sour'd by no crofs, and no caprice to tea^e, 
PJeas'd with yourfclves, who all thp world cou'd plcafe, 
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EPILOGUE. 51 



At the univcrfal requcft of the Subfcribers this EPILOGUE was 
fpokcn again after LOVE IN A VILLAGE, by Mr. ASHE, in 
the charafter of Hawthorn, for which purpofe the puflf was 
altered while the Curtain was drawing up, and flood as follows : 

Laft night, the Private Theatre difplay'd 
The fa V 'rite votaries of the mimic maid. 

While juft expreffion fweetly harmonized. 
While cv'ry grace of adlion fhall be priz'd. 
While Syren founds the human heart (hall warm 
Thy fweet Rofetta — Addifon fhall charm. 

But to defcribe our Hawthorn wou'd be rafh^ 
So much beyond all praife was Captain Afhe, 
Whofe voice, bewitching as a can of beer, 
Tho* fweet not mawkifh, deep yet very clear. 
Strong without head-ache, gentle yet not dull. 
Smooth but not flat without overflowing full. 

Bleji be the fong^ where no barbarian hand^ 
For treble tones^ depopulates the land^ 
Italian pipes of ev'ry effort lavijh 
To reach the heart — may tickle^ but can't ravifli i 
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52 EPILOGUE. 

As much for virtu' ous beauty more alluring 
Is Dublin Cajlle, than the Court of Turin^ 
So far prefer d to their outlandijh fqualling^ 
The manly Bag^pipe of the Bog of Allen. 

Our Audience too, &c. 

^«* The lines in Italics were confidered as equivocal f and as there was a poffibility of 

doubt) they were not %oken« 
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EPILOGUE, 



No. II. 



WRITTEN FOR A 

THEATRICAL SOCIETY OF GENTLEMEN, 

WHO ACTED IN 

LIMERICE, FOR CHARITY, 

IH TBI TIAK 1765, 

uiND SPOKEN Br MR. ASHE, 

* 

AFl'ER VENICE PRESERVED. 



xjLS fome fchool ftripling when his ta(k is d(me» 
Anxious to know what judgment he has won. 
Looks up with eager countenance to trace, 
A kind decifion in his maAer's face, 
Juft fo impatient, here I take my ftation. 
To read in your*s one line of approbation. 

How vain our hopes the leaft applatrtc to fliarc 
Had we provok'd the buikin'd mufe elfcwhere. 
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54 EPILOGUE, 

'Midft pedants, fops and all thofe fpitcful things 
That wou'd be wafps, if they but had the ftings. 
Who cenfure ftill without one fault difcerning. 
And own the critics fpite, but not his learning. 
" Pfhaw/* fays a Dodor (fome pragmatic prig, 
Though faith he'd judgment — ^if you believe his wig) 
** How Ot way's charming language was difgrac'd . 
** For not an emphafis was juftly plac'd." 
Egad," fays Foretop " not a dancing bear 
But treads the flage with much a better air 
*' And for their clothes, they fitted *em like failors 
** Now who the mifchief cou'd have been their taylors ? 
Then comes Mifs Fifty, who has long exclaim'd at 
All thofe male things, whom formerly fhe aim'd at. 
As haplefs fifhermen corrupt the lake 

And poifon ev'ry trout they cannot take 

Thus her critique proverbially begins 

*' Well charity hides a multitude of fins, 

** But is there any moraLpow'r to hide 

*' The vanity of fops, and coxcombs pride 

*' Who ran the riik of peltings, groans and hifles, 

*' To (hew their naufeous perfons— to the miflfes." 

Fifteen comes next, by malice yet untainted. 
And vows w^look'd well — but believes we painted. 
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EPILOGUE* 55 

Thus thro* all ranks, thro' ev*ry trade and calling 
We run the gauntlet, and we get a mauling. 

But here we nothing dread, when ev'ry feature 
Shews that your judgment yields to your good nature. 
Where ev'ry man appears the player's friend 
And ieeks not where to cenfure but commend. 
Where you ye fair feem anxious to repay, 
The praife your Charms received fome former day. 
But if to-night your fympathifing hearts. 
Throb 'd at the poet's or the player's arts. 
If to have feen fuch feas of anguifh rife, 
Drew pearly fbrrows from your melting eyes. 
The comic Mufe her feftive fcene prepares. 
To wake your dimples, and difpel your cares. 
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EPILOGUE, 



No. II. 



SPOKEN ATTEIl 



THE COMEDr OF 



ALL THE WORLD'S A STAGE. 



THIS world is all a Aage, our bard declares 
And all its men and women merely play'rs, 
Difguis'd in drefs, in charaAer and wit, 
AfTuming parts and aping fcenes unfit. 
When ardent Romeo^ fomc night's caft requires 
Cold«-blooded age the lufty tafk afpires. 
And bulky Juliets brace their brawn charms, 
To lure this taiTel gentle to their arms. 

Juft fo in life — the Col'nel who commands 
At city camp fome newly levied bands, 
A Dame-Jireet lounger as to air and flhape. 
But Buonaparte^'^^s to cufFs and cape. 
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58 EPILOGU£. 

Except for pencils who ne'er dealt in lead 
Nor e'er fincird powder-— -fave wliat deckjf his head, 
Whofe foes may laugh at perils that await 'em 
From holfters ftufTd with flicks of rofe pomatum. 
Let but dear woman's lovely form divine 

* 

In magic influence pafs along the line. 
From foot to head he feels a warlike fhock 
And his plum'd hat aflumes a fiercer cock. 
Struggling with fate to put the coxcomb down^ 
He ftraim his vacant face U> manly IroWn, 
AfTumes at once in agony to pleafe her. 
The fire of PyrrAur, vtnA the porte of Cafar^ 
And crowding ev'ry martial grace together. 
Seems metamorphosed by Ws fword and feather. 

So the French cook, that arch and treach'roos inner, 
Whofe arts di%^uife and ruin many a dinnec, 
Spits a. Weapon s and wkk fraud ^oitc fiiafinakft^. 
Sticks a long feather«*-4n a part that's Aafttek&, 
When flraight behold a cbas^ge as rare as pfea&nt. 
For the tame bird becomeft tfe onceK-ino<ek-piicaikrit. 

* * 

Lord Bixidoai ajop&^-^and crops. fi> mucti ptcyail. 
No head cail iay-^that thereby hangs a tail i 
Sharp fett on Packiaood's i2:rop the bttiy fheert,:. 
Ply thro* all ranks from 'prentices to* peers* 
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'Till the crop'd Age all fliiv'ring feels, alas ! 
The wind not temper 'd to the felf-(horn afi. 

The ladies next as demi-crops enroll. 
And fympathy is caught from poll to poll, 
Fafhion in colour then rules the hair. 
Let crops be black flic faid, and black they were ; 
Cynthia was fair, till Madame Tournant taught her. 
The necromantic ufe of honey water. 
But fteep'd in this a gen'ral jet pervades. 
And now (he's fable — as the queen of fpades. 
Then hail black ftockings — modern mourner hail. 
While love beneath the table fhall avail. 
For now no black-ball tells when Ned and Peg^ 
Speed the foft intercourfe from leg to leg, 
Th' inllindtive touch fhall all the board infpire. 
The toe conductor of th' eledtric fire. 
But tell me lovely mourner why you (hroud 
Your heav'nly bofom in a dingy cloud. 
While all your rival beauties of the ijatioh. 
Are taking 'vantage of your iad probation. % 
The fpringing rofes here their buds diArlofc, 
While there expands the full bloWn fummer rofe, 
Alike difplay'd at each gay fhew, and mummery, 
Celia'^ blanc-mange, and Delia's Spanifh flummery, 
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6o EPILOGUB. 

In vain Count Rumford niggard precepts drew. 
To clofe a bread -work, orcontrad a flue. 
Try then can tadtic phrafe this mode reprefs, 
" Look to your centre, prithee ma'am — and drefs." 

The dame who far in paflion's empire ranges. 
Who oft her lover as her taylor changes. 
In found State policy enads her pleafures, 
And but adopts a change of men — and meafures. 

Thus then the world's a ftage — the fequel fpeaks it, 
I've had my entrance — now I'll have my exit. 

Runs off'. 
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ODE 



T O 



Mrs. woodcock. 



ON HER DEPARTURE FOR ENGLAND. 



iJTAY lovely Woodcock, flay a while. 
Still fpread thy influence o'er this ifle 

Still captivate and charm, 
Or elfe to fome fair friend impart 
That myftic pov^er o'er the heart, 

That age itfelf can warm. 

Oh ! lend thofe gifts of focial glee, 
The pure bon mot, the repartee, 

The wit that never droops, 

a 

Th' enlightened converfe, grace ferene. 
That well pois'd dignity of mien, •!' 

• , if • • J I * 

That bends -but aeVer fboops. 

' • .•* ^ 
Oh ! teach that fociabl}7t>ral priGk;^* 

Thy fex's genius, friend, and«g|^ej» . '. 

Which Uold in cofifqioos worth. 
While yet ^ith more than lightoing's- nafh 
Prefumji(^oft's front it fprings to dafh, 

Lead's modcft merit forth. - 
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62 ODE. 

Oh ! teach the man too wife to feel 
Thofe intellectual joys we fteal. 

From all accomplifli'd woman j 
That churlifh fate deny'd his frame 
The ** vital fpark of heavenly flame," 

That fevers brute from human« 

She's gone — and now who*l flrike the lyre, 
Whofe form fhall flatuary infpire. 

To animate the ftone ? 
Oh ! who (hall now foft mufic breathe, 
For whom Cecilia 'twine a wreath. 

Unfading as her own ? 

Come mem'ry then thy office lend, 
Thou anxious painful bufy friend, 

Cans't thou our lofs reftore ? 
Ah no ! her image full exprefs'd, 
Jn faithful tints on cv'ry* breaft, 

But«proves thai I^fs tke more. 
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ODE 

TO 

Mjis. O^CAttAaSAn, 

VrOX WHOM TRB -AVTHOE CALUB ST ArrOlNTMBIIT, SOT VHO VAl OUT-« 
WUTTIK IS BU MOVa ITBllM MM TOOt tBUTIX nOM A tMOWU W JUW. 

X O U bit of temptatioiit 
You've broke aflignation* 

Which I hold to be very uncivil, 
So I'll quit your abode. 
And go the flraight road. 

And you Ma'am, may go to the Devil. 

Yet all efforts are vain 
To encounter the rain. 

Which falls without meafure or pity, 
So here I'll ftsly frettiog. 
For fear of a weftiag, #- • 

But try to be"ple^ot anid'wi^. 
•- 
Without dread qF a frown^ ' ' •. . 

I've fate myfelf down,.. '".fr*.^ ■ 

Yow feat it the feWVl'vc U«t^/- »^'' 
Tbes talk not of Cupids * 
His'qaiver is ftupid, 
* «Compar'd to the fofk you lit on^ 
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With this end where I've faid. 
And your charms in my head. 

What a terrible confli(^ I'm £ghtlng, 
It muil be prcfum'd> 
That I'll foon be confum'd. 

For at both ends the candle is lighting. 
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ODE 



WRITTEN FOR A 



DILETTANTE PARTY, 



AT MRS. FITZGIBBOlTs 



IN LIMERICK, OCT. I797. 



1 WAS at the feaft of genius and of fun. 

By fair Fitzgibbons tafte led on, • 
Aloft tho' void of ftate, 
Inftaird was Trant^ and juftly fate, 

On Talent's poliflied throne. 

While many a Mars was plac'd around, 
And ev'ry Mars a Venus found. 
So fhou'd defert in arms be crown'd. 

The lovely Sentleger by her fide. 
Sate by congenial pow'rs allied. 
The Grace's boaft the Mufes pride ; 
Polifh'd, graceful, lovely pair. 
None but th' infpir'd, 
Nope but th* infpir'd. 
None but th' infpir'd defervc fuch fare. 
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Some wild to fpeak and few to hear. 
The buz annoy 'd th' attentive car. 

What ball was beft, 

Whojiineft drcfs'd. 
What ribband wou'd complexion fuit, 
7rant rais'd the book, and all was mute. 

She chofe a mournful mufe^ 

Soft pity to infufe. 

She read of Shore the good and great 

By too fevere a fall, 

Falln, fairn, falln, fall'n, 

Fall'n from her vaft eftate. 
Deferted at her utmoft need 
By thofe her former bounty fed. 

On the bare earth exposed flie lies. 

Without a friend to clofe her eyes. 
The pitying audience woe-ftruck fate. 

Revolving in their alter'd foul. 
The various turns of things below. 

And now and then a figh they ftole, " ; 

And tears began to flow. ^ 41 

V 
Apollo plac'd on high, \\ 

Amid celeflial choir, i^> 

Saw Woodcock breathe upon th' cnraptur'd lyre, . ^ 

The trembling notes afcend the flcy. 
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ODE, 67 

And heav'nly joys infpire. 
The pow'r of beauty then to prove, 
He left the blifsful feats above. 
For gods have felt the force of Jove 
Then feiz'd the lyre and fwept the firings. 
And all unfeen her praife he fings. 

The cohfcious croud confefs the found, 
A very goddefs they proclaim around, 
A very goddefs the vaulted roofs rebound. 
With ravifli'd ears, 
Apollo hears, 
In all his tones, 
The goddefs owns. 
While rapture ihook the fpheres. 

The praife o£ Bin Jon next the fweet mufician fung, 
Of Bwdon lively, fair and young. 
The lively maid in triumph comes, 
Sound your trumpets, beat your drums. 
Ilium 'd with native grace. 
She ihews an artlefs face. 

Then foftly fweet in* Lydian meafures. 
He footh'd the foul to love and pleafures. 

What tho' Duncan beat the Dutch, 

And win a laurel or a crutch. 



68 ODE. 

War he fung, was toil and trouble, 
Honour but an empty bubble. 
Never ending ftill beginning 
Fighting ftill and ftill deftroying. 
For her the world were worth the winning, 
But without not worth enjoying. 
The many rend the Ikies with loud applaufc, 
And love and beauty join'd to win the caufe. 

Too long, alas ! 

Our days in noife were feen to pafs, 

While reafon dropt the tear. 
At length divine Fitzgibbon came, 
Refcu'd one circle from the fhame, 

And rais'd her ftandard here. 

Then vanifli'd ev'ry little paflion. 

Malice prefum'd no more to fway, 
Envy abhor 'd the face of day, 
And goffip fcandal ftalk'd away. 
As reafon came in fafhion. 
But left again 

Her poif 'nous breath (hou'd rife to ftain 
Fair fame's pellucid mirror, 
The guardian mufe (hall hover near her, 
The mift to chace its fource proclaim, 
Detedl the fen from whence it came. 
And fprcad new luftre o'er her facred name. 
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